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hake of the head from the pitying doctor. " Ah," ried Balzac sorrowfully, " I see quite well that ou will not allow me six months. . . . Well, at ay rate, you will at least give me six weeks ?
. . Six weeks with fever is an eternity.    Hours re like days   .   .   .   and then the nights are not >st."     Again the   doctor   shook   his head,  and talzac once more lowered his claims for a vestige f  life.     "I  have  courage to  submit," he said foudly;   " but  six days  . . .   you will certainly tve  me  that?     I  shall then  be  able  to  write own hasty plans that my friends may be able to nish, shall tear up bad pages and improve good nes, and shall glance  rapidly through the fifty 3lum.es   I   have   already written.     Human  will in  do   miracles."    Balzac   pleaded   pathetically, most   as   though   he   thought   his   interlocutor Duld grant the  boon of longer life if he willed )   do   so.     He   had  aged ten years  since   the eginning  of the interview, and he had now no Dice left to speak,   and  the   doctor hardly any Dice  for answering.    The latter managed, howler, to tell his patient that everything must be one to-day, because in all probability to-morrow rould  not exist for him; and Balzac cried with orror, " I have  then only six hours !" fell back a his pillows, and spoke no more.
He died the next day, and Victor Hugo gives s one more glimpse of him.* The poet was told y his wife, who had visited Madame de Balzac
* (f Choses Vues, 1850 : Mort de Balzac/' by Victor Hugo.hority on Balzac, throws grave douhts on the acciiracy of the story. the case, and may be found in " Un dernier chapitre de I'Histoire des (Euvres de H. de Balzac/' by the Vicomte de Spoelberch de Lovenjoul.
